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mass of debris yet everywhere pierced, scarred, and

seamed by the monsoon floods seeking their way to

the ocean bed; they seldom reach it, however, as a

stream and never as a river, because of the barren,

scorched, sandy zone which belts the Red Sea and

sucks into its huge maw everything that the hills

send down.

Like his country the Yemen Arab is girded about

with an arid zone of reserve which few Europeans

have ever crossed, but when they have managed to

do so, according to the individual they have met,

they have found it may be a man with a heart as

hard as a nether millstone. Marrying one day and

divorcing almost the next, only to marry another as

soon as he can scrape together sufficient funds to

purchase a wife, this type of man looks upon woman

as an inferior animal formed for man's gratification,

and to be flung aside like a sucked orange when the

juice is gone.

Or on the other hand, they may find men whom

real love has saved and made to give forth warm

affection and true domestic joy, just as the terraced

ridges on their mountain slopes retain the God

given moisture and send forth a luxuriant crop of

strengthening cereals, delicious coffee, and luscious

grapes.

I have known young men of twenty-four who

have been married and divorced half a dozen times,

and also Arabs whose days are in the sere and yellow

leaf who never had but one wife.
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